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were slowing down to give time a chance to catch up and add the
score. I knew of no restorative for the disillusionment in their
weary eyes, nor for the bored disdain in their play of features;
I wanted my patients to be sick, to have something wrong that I
could search out, put a finger on and say authoritatively thus
and so. It was clear that I was not rich enough in experience and
savoirfaire to give this sort of clientele what it wanted, perhaps
what it should have, and that I would fail if I tried.
In the stream of city life there was, of course, a channel
between poverty's shoals and the deep waters of opulence. That
was where I belonged and wanted to be, but it was overcrowded
with young doctors whose services were not in great demand;
they were there because they knew nothing better. Or they may
have preferred remaining small ducks in a big pond to the reverse.
But I knew a place where good doctors were by no means plentiful,
where the duckling would have ample room to spread his wings*
We decided to stick to our original intentions.